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From the dawn of time, the
seas have been an unforgiving mistress. Tossing ships from wave to
wave and reminding men and women they are mere mortals in her
grasp. She can be peaceful or attempt to capsize every ship who
dare cross her.

As demanding and
disheartening as she can be, she still calls to the adventurers.
The men and women who brave the unknown for a glimpse of something
more than their home. As more and more people settled closer to the
water’s edge, the adventurers climbed aboard wooden ships and
sailed to the weird shores of far-off lands. Some in service of a
crown, while others in service for their self.

For those adventurers the
sea wasn’t the only danger. Once their vessel neared the shore, a
new threat called to them. Beautiful voices made to entrap. Their
songs entranced the men into plunging to their deaths for a chance
to be with the beauty. Only the beauties were the sirens of the
shorelines.

Few men lived to tell the
tale and warn others of these sirens. Those few men also gave name
to these beauties. A name that would haunt the ships sailing close
to their shores and echoed from stern to bow.

Their name, mermaids.

 



Prologue

 


“No, I didn’t lead him
here!” Anahita shouted as she struggled against Darya and Kai and
the rope binding her hands.

Nerida held back her cry as
she watched the two tie Anahita up to the shipwrecked hull next to
the struggling human man. The waves gently swept the black sand in
and out. The ocean was calm on this sad, dark night. The moon was
even hiding behind the clouds casting shadows over the water and
shore. She could barely see Anahita’s blue tail flapping under the
water.

“You claim to love him,”
Loire said as she tightened the ropes on Anahita’s wrists. “He’s
human. You know the rules.”

“But I do love him,”
Anahita said as she leaned forward against the ropes. “He won’t
tell him anyone about us. He loves me.”

“He doesn’t love you,”
Darya said as she crossed her arms. “We watched him tell another
human about the secret waters of the mermaids.”

“He wouldn’t do that!”
Anahita shouted as tears streamed down her cheeks.

“You’re crying for him?”
Kai asked as she shook her head. “Our tears are
precious.”

“Ask him,” Bayou said as
she swam over to Anahita. “Ask him if he spilled our secret. It’s
not just you involved. It’s all of us. Ask him if he’s worthy of
your tears.”

Nerida watched as Anahita
looked at the human man tied up next to her. She saw the tears
still streaming down Anahita’s cheeks. They glowed in the moonlight
against her skin. A mermaid’s tears could heal anything as long as
the mermaid loved you. Although, she’d never seen a mermaid use
tears to heal anyone. It was probably rumor.

“Please tell them you
didn’t say anything,” Anahita begged as she tried to get closer to
the human. “Tell them they’re wrong.”

Nerida watched the human
shake his head as he looked at Anahita. Her heart broke for
Anahita. The human wasn’t worthy of Anahita’s love.

“Anahita, I’m a collector.
I owe a large debt and you and your sisters are worth gold. Enough
to pay off my debt,” he said. “I knew you were not what you seemed,
so I seduced you for information. You’ve been very forthcoming. I
thought I would have to wait much longer for your secret. You
almost made it too easy for me. I could’ve had all your secrets the
first night we met. You were desperate.”

“No,” Anahita cried as she
shook her head. “I love you!”

“I know, which worked in my
favor,” he said as he tugged on the ropes and looked at the others.
“I demand that you release me. My men’ll be here at dawn to collect
the likes of you. I’ll finally be free of my debt and can marry the
woman who’s been waiting for me. She’s been patient these two weeks
while I gathered all the information I needed. She’ll be pleased
with the money we’ll have to start our life together.”

“You love someone else?”
Anahita asked.

Nerida felt Anahita’s pain.
She watched as Anahita stopped struggling. Even her tail stopped
moving. With that one phrase, the human man killed Anahita’s
soul.

“Of course, I do. Why would
I love a fish? You’re a creature who needs to be destroyed or at
least in a tank to be on display,” his said. “Justice for all those
men you and your sisters killed as they tried for
shore.”

Nerida shook her head at his harsh words.
Creature? How could he betray Anahita? She was the sweetest and
kindest of all of them.

“Your dead body is all
they’ll find,” Loire said as she swam next to him. “They won’t find
us.”

“You can’t escape them.” He
laughed. “They have enough nets to capture all of you. Nets with
fish hooks sewn into them, so you can’t escape.”

“We’ll see,” Mira said as
she handed the purple glass bottle she’d been holding to
Loire.

Nerida closed her eyes
when she saw the bottle. It contained the one thing that could rob
a mermaid of her voice, ability to have legs, and even her
memories; sea foam. That is, if the mermaid survived the
torture. Sea foam was powerful magic to a
mermaid. Most mermaids didn’t survive the punishment.

The last mermaid to be submitted to sea foam
died a painful death over a year ago. She revealed the location of
their home to a dying woman who was looking for a cure for her
sickness. Their waters were rumored to contain magic powers to heal
humans. Of course, no human was allowed in their secret cove, so
who knew if it was true or not. The woman was killed while Isla was
tortured with sea foam for weeks.

They wanted to draw out their torture on
Isla for revealing their secret. They would pour a few drops on her
each day until she finally died. After the third day, Isla couldn’t
speak. Although her silent screams pierced Nerida’s soul. The pain
in the silence was heavier than her vocal screams.

“No!” Anahita screamed as
she shook her head. “I need my voice.”

“To tell another human you
love them?” Loire asked as she pulled the top off. “We can’t have
that.”

The sound of the cork being
removed sent a shiver through Nerida’s body. It almost echoed
through the night sky behind Anahita’s sobs.

“What’s in the bottle?” he
asked as he tugged on the ropes holding him again. “I warn you. Any
torture you try, I’ll triple it for you. I’ll filet you like the
fish you are. I’ll pull each scale off one by one. You’ll pray for
death before I’m done with you.”

“You won’t live long enough
to do anything to me,” Loire said as she poured a few drops on his
head. “I wish I could drag this out, but I don’t want to hear you
scream for weeks.”

Nerida watched as the man
convulsed against the ropes holding him up. He thrashed for several
minutes until his body finally stopped moving. Anahita cried as the
man died beside her.

“You’re my sister,” Anahita
said through her tears. “Don’t do this.”

“And it pains me to do this
to you,” Loire said as she turned to her sister. “I warned you to
stay away from him. I begged you! But did you listen? No, you
thought he wouldn’t betray you.”

Nerida flinched as Loire
screamed at Anahita. She’d never heard Loire scream before,
especially at Anahita. She eased down the rocks into the water. The
warmth seeped into her body. She didn’t realize she was cold until
she felt the water lapping around her body.

“I thought he was true,”
Anahita whispered as she hung her head. Her black hair fell over
her face to cover her shame. “He could’ve been.”

“No human will ever be
true,” Kai said as she shook her head. “You’re no longer one of us
if you survive this.”

Nerida swam to the edge of
the beach as Loire poured a few drops on Anahita’s head. Her cries
echoed through the night. Once Nerida’s tail touched the black
sand, it turned into two human legs.

Standing up, she grabbed a
dress that she’d found from a shipwreck. Once she pulled it over
her body, she walked away from the screams. She didn’t want to
watch Anahita lose everything. If Anahita actually survived the sea
foam.

No mermaid ever survived
the sea foam.

Except one,
Cordelia.

Her mother.
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Somewhere in the Caribbean

 


“I’ll keelhaul you for
this!” Captain Seaton yelled as he stood up from his bed. His shirt
hanging open with his pants untied.

Destan smiled as he held
his cutlass to the Captain’s neck. Holding the weapon to his former
Captain’s neck was his prize. It was his motivation while subduing
the other officers the past several minutes. He pressed the tip in
and watched a drop of blood appear on his blade. A small advance on
the pain, he would inflict on the man who’d sailed many men and
women to their deaths in the Americas.

“Not before you walk the
plank,” Destan said with a smirk. “We’re taking over this
ship.”

“Mutiny! On my ship?”
Captain Seaton asked with his hands on his hips. “You were my best
deckhand. I posted the money for you to escape the orphanage and
have a life at sea. You’ve been on the ship for three years
now.”

“You really shouldn’t have
taken my threats lightly. I told you sailing men to servitude
wasn’t my desire,” Destan said as he kept the blade pressed against
Seaton’s skin. The drop of blood was slowly growing bigger. “It’s
my ship now.”

“Destan, you’ll hang for
this. Mutiny’s never taken lightly,” Captain Seaton spat out as he
threw his hands in the air. “I’ll make sure of it.”

“You’ll be in the locker
before anyone hears of this,” Destan said as he stepped to the side
and waved his cutlass for the Captain to exit. “Now, if you
wouldn’t mind, step outside.”

“And if I don’t?” Captain
Seaton asked as he crossed his arms.

“Then I’ll run you through
here and drag your body overboard,” Destan said with a shrug. “It
makes little difference to me. The men’ll get a show either way.
I’d prefer you to walk the plank, but again it makes little
difference to me.”

“Why?”

“I’m tired of moving slaves
to the Americas,” Destan said as he once again pressed his blade
against Seaton’s neck a little firmer this time. The blood was
dripping down now. “Especially when we throw half of their dead
bodies overboard. My desire was to sail the sea, not ship slaves
from one continent to another.”

“They’re only slaves,”
Captain Seaton said as he shook his head. “They mean
nothing.”

“Maybe to you,” Destan
said. “Now, let’s go Captain. My men need a show and you’re to
provide it to them.”

“You do this and you’ll
never work for the Crown again.”

“Good, because I don’t want
to work for the Crown,” Destan said as he lowered his blade to
escort the Captain out to the deck.

He did keep the tip of the blade lightly
pressed into Seaton’s back. Couldn’t have the former Captain think
he could escape for help.

“So, you’re to be a pirate
then? You’ll be chased around the Caribbean and hanged,” Captain
Seaton said as they stepped onto the deck.

Destan saw the men lined up
the officers with their hands tied behind their backs. The plank
was in place for the men to walk over the ship and fall into the
bottomless waters below.

“Let them chase. They’ll
never find me,” Destan said. “Now, walk the plank.”

“Plank, plank, plank,” the
men cheered as all the officers were pushed towards the
plank.

Destan smiled as the
officers were pushed overboard until only Captain Seaton remained
on the plank. Considering what those same officers did to the men,
women, and children who were shackled below deck, this death was
kind. They weren’t starved, beaten, or even left shackled to a dead
person for days. Oh, they would suffer treading water for days, but
it still wasn’t enough. If his men pressed harder, all the officers
would’ve been tied to the outside hull and left there until they
died. He didn’t want to smell more rotting bodies, so he chose to
make them walk the plank.

“Don’t stand there, Cap.
Davy Jones be ready for ye sorry soul,” James called
out.

“Bunch of pirates!” Captain
Seaton yelled.

Destan nodded as he stomped the end of the
plank to send Seaton into the murky depths below. Turning to face
the men, he held up his cutlass and shook it in the air.

“Free the men
below!”

“What’ll we to do with
them?” Teague asked. “We’ve a week of sailing left.”

“They’re free when we make
port,” Destan said as he sheathed his cutlass. “We sail for Port
Royal.”

“Aye, aye, Captain,” Teague
said. “All hands-on deck, we make port at Port Royal!”

Destan watched as the men released the sails
to speed up the ship. With their new heading and the wind in their
sails, they should make port in two days.

He took the hat off his
head and threw it overboard. His days working for the Crown and
sailing slaves were over. He didn’t have a plan after making port,
but this ship was sea-worthy and he did have a crew. They could
sail the ocean or join other pirates. Their destinies were as wide
open as the sea.

He climbed into the crow’s
nest and looked out at the sea. The salty breeze lifted his black
hair and blew it around his face. Leaning over the side, he touched
the chain hidden beneath his shirt.

“You were right. There’s
nothing better than the salt breeze and following your heart. I
hope to be worthy of this in the future,” he said as he dropped his
hand.

He grabbed one of the ropes
and slid down to the deck. His boots landed soft on the wooden
boards. It wasn’t the first time he slid down the ropes, but it was
still a thrill. As he straightened, he saw the black men walk onto
the deck with caution. He knew this was new and the newly freed men
didn’t know what to do or think. He was sure no man serving the
crown offered help to them before now. They’d been stripped from
their homes and forced into servitude.

“We really free?” one of
the men asked.

“Yes,” Destan said as he
nodded. “You’re free. We make port in two days. You’re free to do
whatever you want.”

“You think we’ll be fine?”
another man asked.

“I’m not sure,” Destan
said. “You’re worth money to the slave traders. You’ll need to stay
alert and out of their hands. Port Royal is a big port in the slave
trade.”

“I want to sail with ye,”
the first man said.

“I’d be honored to have you
aboard. What’s your name?” Destan asked.

“Bellamy,” the first man
said.

“I’m Caesar and I’ll sail
too,” the second man said.

Destan nodded. “Watch the other men. Learn
the job and you can stay.”

“Aye,” they
said.

Destan smiled as he watched
them join the others in sailing the ship. The next two days might
be the only days he had because officers could be waiting to hang
him and the others for mutiny. He didn’t care. He would enjoy the
freedom while it lasted.





 


One

 


Ten Years Later

 


Dipping her fingers into the water, Nerida
sighed. The waves were calm. The horizon was peaceful and would be
throughout the night. Her sisters would be angry. No storms meant
no ships seeking refuge along the shoreline. It also meant no ships
being pushed into the hidden sandbars. They couldn’t lure men if
there were no men to lure. The other mermaids weren’t really her
sisters. They shared a bond.

Except she was different.

She wasn’t as bloodthirsty as they were. She
knew they kept her at a distance. As if they wanted to shield her
from something. She knew it was something to do with her mother.
She wished she knew what it was.

According to the others, she looked the same
as her mother. It could be the reason they kept her at a distance.
They loved Cordelia until she betrayed them. She wondered if her
mother really betrayed the others or if she was innocent of
whatever crime they accused her of. The sea foam hadn’t killed her
mother. She wondered if it took her mother’s voice. Cordelia was
said to have the most beautiful voice out of all the mermaids.

She shook her head and looked down in the
tidal pool and saw a starfish. It was a bright purple, almost
glowing under the crystal-clear water.

“You don’t care if I’m
different,” she said as she brushed the tentacles.

The starfish moved its legs closer to her
fingers. She smiled as she scooped it up and brought it to her
face.

“Can you grant my wish? I
want something more, but I don’t know what. Being a mermaid isn’t
my desire. Something’s pulling me towards the human
world.”

The starfish moved around in her hand as she
looked out over the water. The gentle water didn’t calm her soul as
it should. She placed the starfish back in the pool and watched it
swim for a few minutes.

Sighing, she stood up and walked towards the
water’s edge. It was time to get back before the others wondered
where she was. One last look at the horizon made her long for
another life. Being a mermaid wasn’t hard, but she wanted more than
it could give her. She wanted to fall in love. Humans might be a
mess, but she craved more of their world than the trinkets she
found along the shore.

Everything they did, fascinated her. It was
one reason she walked on the shore after a shipwreck or a storm.
Many of their things washed up. The trinkets she collected made her
want to know more. She hid the collection in the tree line. It
protected it from villagers as well as kept it out of Loire’s
sight. Loire didn’t want her becoming any more fascinated with
humans than she always was. Loire believed collecting human stuff
led to wanting more to do with humans. It was what happened with
Anahita. She remembered Anahita’s fate after falling in love with a
human.

She didn’t plan on dying because she wanted
more than being a mermaid.

Shaking her head, she saw a ship on the
horizon. It didn’t look in distress, but once it entered their
shores, it would be unless the man in control knew about the
dangers. There were sand barriers hidden under the surface of the
water ready to wreck any ship. Even the most skilled men couldn’t
sail through the sand. Hundreds of ships resting on the ocean floor
proved her right. Her sisters should be happy. They might have men
on their menu tonight after all. Maybe a storm would roll in and
complete their night.

She walked into the water and watched as her
legs turned back into her green tail. Slipping underwater, she held
back her tears. She couldn’t be crying when she met up with the
others. They’d want to know what was going on. She didn’t have an
answer they would like.
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As the sun sank behind the horizon, Destan
secured the rigging. His men were busy loading the cannon and
preparing for the attack. One man was pulling down their decoy flag
so he could hoist their colors. He looked over the horizon and saw
their target. The lone ship was flying the colors of the Spanish
with their lamps burning bright. They were closer to shore but
still far enough away from any help.

With the wind in their sails, they saw the
Spanish ship sailing close to the island. The Captain must be green
or he wouldn’t be sailing on this side of the island. The sandbars
were hidden below the waves.

It didn’t matter if the Captain was green or
not. He’d chosen to sail for the Spanish. It would be Destan’s
pleasure to take over the ship. In these waters, the Spanish were
hated. They tried to turn every safe harbor against the pirates. It
was their main mission. They’d taken to hanging every pirate they
captured and leave the bodies strung up as a warning to all of
pirates.

“Captain, the front guns be
ready to go whenever ye are,” Teague yelled up at him.

Teague was his quartermaster and right-hand
man. The peg leg didn’t slow Teague down. The man was fierce in
battle and the one man Destan trusted with his life. He’d been with
Destan since the mutiny ten years ago. A good man was hard to find,
especially among pirates.

“We’ll fire once we’re
closer,” Destan called back. “Red, man the helm.”

“Aye, Cap,” Red said as he
grabbed the wheel.

“Cap, we be entering the
Isle of Siren,” Bartholomew called out from the crow’s
nest.

“Siren Shores ‘tis but a
myth,” Boosa yelled as he elbowed through the men. “Ye yella be
showing.”

“Tis no myth,” Bellamy said
as he shoved Boosa to the side. “I hear tell of the lasses’ beauty.
Tis been too long without a woman for all.”

“No lass there, mate,” Kidd
yelled as he fastened the cannon. “They be demons.”

“Demons?” Bartholomew asked
as he climbed down the rope. “When have demons had
beauty?”

“Mermaids, boy,” Fen said
as he shook his head. “Be ye wary, mermaids mean a trip to Davy
Jones’ Locker for any men stupid enough to follow them
down.”

“Aye, mermaids be the death
of many of men,” Stede said as he rolled the black powder barrel
next to the roll of cannon. “Cap, the ship’s flagging
us.”

“Could be a trick,” Kidd
said as he peered over the railing to the ship in the
distance.

“Boy, I didn’t take you for
a landlubber,” Fen said. “Should’ve left yer sorry hide in
port.”

“I’m not a landlubber,”
Kidd muttered.

“Of course, it’s a trick.
Let’s give them a hand anyway,” Destan said as he
smiled.

“Aye, aye,” the men
cheered.

He looked at the last fading rays of the sun
and smiled. This would be a fine night for pillaging the Spanish.
It would fill their empty coffers better than pillaging any other
ship. The Spanish always had gold aboard whereas the English,
French, and Portuguese did not. He wasn’t sure where exactly the
Spanish found the gold. He would relieve them of their
treasures.

“Keep the ship in the
deep,” Destan shouted. “No need to run aground on the
sandbars.”

“Aye, Cap,” Red said as he
turned the wheel.

Within minutes, the Spanish ship was within
range of the cannon. He didn’t order his men to fire. Instead, he
waited until they drew closer. He wanted the Spanish to know who
was attacking them. It would be their faces the Spanish seen before
death claimed them.

“Prepare to fire,” Destan
shouted as they drew ever closer.

“Nation?” One of the crew
from the other ship called out.

“None,” Destan answered as
he looked back at his men. “Fire!”

The ship’s deck rumbled as each cannon fired
on the Spanish ship. He watched as the railing shredded and men
went flying. It was a sight he never tired of.

“Prepare to board,” Destan
called out after twenty minutes of firing. No need to continue to
waste black powder. The ship was taking on water. They would need
to move quickly to gather everything. His men knew the
drill.

“Aye, aye,
Captain!”
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“The seas are rougher than
normal,” Nerida said as she touched the water with her fingertips.
The ocean felt violent, almost as if it was shouting. The ship she
saw last night was still sailing the water. Almost as if it was
searching for something. Another ship was sailing close to the
first ship.

“Rougher than they’ve been
in a while,” Misty said.

“How many ships will try
for the shore tonight?” Nerida asked.

It was far different than yesterday. The
waves were gentle and barely there. Today the ocean was angry. She
wondered if it had anything to do with the ships off the coast.

“I hope many. I haven’t
seen a man in a while,” Mira said as she flipped her
tail.

“You lured a smaller ship
in two nights ago,” Kai said with a smile.

“Those were boys,” Mira
said as she brushed her hair over her shoulder. “Men are
different.”

“Mira, you might want to
slow down. You’ll kill those men before you have your fun,” Darya
said as she slid into the water.

“Since pirates are hunted
and hanged, we’ve had less and less try for our shore,” Loire
said.

“They’ve heard of our cove
too,” Nerida said still glancing into the distance. “The rest of
the island is safe.”

“If you call humans safe,”
Darya said as she flipped her hair over her shoulder.

“Nerida believes humans are
safe. It’s the reason she’s always trading her tail for legs,” Mira
said as she looked at Nerida. “I guess being the youngest has its
downfalls.”

“She has her head in the
clouds, but it’ll change once she encounters a human,” Kai said as
she leaned against the rocks. “Don’t worry Nerida, we’ll be here to
catch you when you fall.”

“I won’t fall,” Nerida said
as she pulled her hair back and released it. “What if you’re wrong
about humans?”

She looked away from the water to the
others.

“I’m not,” Mira said. “I
hope it doesn’t take sea foam to change your mind.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” Nerida
said as she clenched her fists.

“I would if you crossed the
line into trusting a human, little sister,” Loire said as she
splashed into the water. “I’d hate to punish you, but if you trust
a human, you’ll leave me no choice.”

“I don’t plan on trusting a
human,” Nerida said before she slipped into the water and swam
away.

Sometimes she really hated being a
mermaid.

Once she was far enough away, she broke the
surface and leaned her head against the rocks lining the shore. She
pulled herself up and sat on the rock to look out over the seas.
She pulled her tail up and wrapped her arms around it. She spotted
the two ships on the horizon. They were still miles out to sea and
firing on each other. She watched the explosions from the ships
light up the night sky.

Once the fire fight was over, the morning
tide would wash up treasures for her to find. The moonlight
couldn’t compete with the cannon fire. She recognized the Spanish
flag on one ship. The other ship had a red flag. It must be the
pirate ship that had been sailing their waters for months. She
overheard one of the villagers called the ship the Revenge. The
captain was a man named Destan.





































































































cover.jpg





tmp_fedf2f45ecfdf5ae09b6fcc3c59da413_4vf1G1_html_63711101.png





